v ,v i be Jrhjtoris, ■ — * 

Thoudiaftrcdeemedchy loft opinion. 

And fliew’d.thou makelt Tome tender of my life*’ 

In this faire refeue thou haft brought to me,. 

'Prin. O God, they did me too. much iniurie. 

That euer laid, I harkened for your death. 

If it were fo,*I might haue let alone 
The infultmg hand of D ouglas oner you, 

Which would liaue b eene as fpeedy in your end. 

As all the poifonous potions in the-world; 

And fau’d the trecherous labour of your fonne,’ 

King. Make vp to Clifton, ile to S, Nicholas Gavvfey,£*i>,K(; 
Enter Hotfpur. 

Hot. If I miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth, 

Prin. Thou fpcakft, as if I woulddeny my name. 

Hot, My name is Harry Percy. 

Why, then I lee a very valiant rebel! of the name; 
Tam the Prince of W ales, and thinkc not, Percy, 

To fharewith me in glory any more: 

Two ftars kcepe not their motion in one fphere, 

N or cin one England brookc a double raignc 
Of Harry Percy, and the Prince of Wales. 

Hot . Now, fhailit, Harry? for the hourcis come,. 

To endthc one of vs, and would to God 
Thy name in armcs,,were now as great as mine. 

Prin. Ile make it greater , e’re-I part from dice. 

And all the budding honours on thy crcft, 

Ile crop to make a garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer brookc thy vanities. 

They fight -.Enter Falfalffe, 

Fal, Well faid,Hal, -to it,Hal. Nay, you (hall find no boyefc 

play here, I cantellyou. 

Enter Donglksfie fight eth with Falftalffe , hefali 
doty neat if he tyere dead } the Prints 
killcth Percy. 

Hot. Oh Harry, thouhaft rob’d me of my youth, 

I better brookc the lode of brittle life. 

Then thole proud titles thou haft won of me. 
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They 


IOC juurio. 

'They wound my thoughts, worfc then diy fword my fle Hi l , > 

SU thc fiauC of tunes foole. 

And time that takes furuay of all the world, 

Mufthaueaftop. O, 1 could prophecy 
But that the earth and cold hand of death 

Licsonmy tongue :noPercy,thouartduft 

An pw» 0 FmworiT>es, braue Pcrcy.Farethee vvell,greathearti 

111 weau'dambition,howe much art thou Ihrunke ; 

When that this body did containe afpirit, 

Akingdomefor it was tool. nail a bound. 

But now two paces of the vilcft earth 

Is i-oome mough: this earth that bearcs thc dead, 

Scares not ahue fo ftoute a gentleman, ’ 

If thou wert lenfiblc ofcurtehe, 

I fliould not make fo grcat.a fliew of zeale: 

But let my fauours hide thy mangled face. 

And cuen m thy behalfe ile thankc my felfe,. 

For doingthefe tairc rites of tendernelTe. 

Atliew, and take thy praife with thee to lieauen,. 

Thy ignominy ftcepe with thee inthcgraue, 
Butnotremcnibred in thy Epitaph, 

He fpieth Faljhilffe on the ground, 

What,old acquaintance! could not all this flelh 
Kcepe in a little life ? poore Iacke,farcw ell, 

I could haue better /par’d a better man, 

0,1 Ihould haue a heauie mille of thee, 

If I were much in loue with vanitie : 

Death hath notftrookc fo faire a Deere to day,- 
Though many dearer, in tins bloody fray. 

Inbowel’ d will I fee thee by and by. 

Till then, in blood by noble Percie lie. Exit. 

Fulftdffe rifeth Vf* 

Frf/.Inbowcl’d? ifthouinbovvel me to day, ile giue you leaue 

topowdermeand eatcmetootomorrowe.Zblood,xw as time 

to counterfetjOr that hot termagant Scot had paid me fcot and 
lottoo. Countcrfet? I lie, lam no counterfeit to die is to be? a 
sounterfet.for he is but the countcrfet of a man , who hath not 
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